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Two Dollars per year, if paid in ad-
vanee; Two Dollars _and Fifty Cents, if
paid in gix months; or Three Dollars, if
payment is delayed until the end of the
year.  These terms will be rigidly ad-
Liered to.

Advertisements will be  conspicuously
inserted at seventy-five cents per square
of twelve lines, for the fist insertion,
and thirty-seven and a half cents for each
. t insertion. A single insertion
mr Nulluing will be connted
less than a square,

Advertisers are requested to state, in
writing on their advertisements, the num-
her of times they wish them inserted ; or
they will be continued in the paper until
ordered out, and charged accordingly.
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The Law of Newspapers.

1, All subseribers who do not give ex-
press Notice to the contrary, are consiid-
eredd as wishing to eontinue their subcerip-
thoms,

2. If subseribers order the  discoutin-
nanee of their papers, the pullishers may
continne to send themn  until
are paid,

3. Ifsubseribers neglect or refuse k-
ing their papers from the offices to which
they are sent, they are held responsible
till their bills are settled, and their papers
ordered o be discontinued,

4. The Courts have decided that refi-
sing to take a newspaper or periodical
from the office, of removing ane leaving
it unealled for, is prima facie evidence of
INTENTIONAL FRAUD,
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THE STORYOF FIESCO,
The Conspirator of Genoa.

“Uo - justly wm I punished for being
sl woprowd, sach a happy  bride!™ sail
the gentle Conntess of Lavigrna to Lierself,
“How deeply did I feel the trivmph, which
I Jid wot show, whea Fiesco was mine—
when  the deewm was realised,  the sweet
and dazzling dreamy that Fiesco loved me!
Al T have lovald him too welll 1 have
only feitany existence in his presence; and
vow [ had K-t just begun to lose the awe
which mingled with my love for him—to
lose the tinid, trembling awe of a girl's
love, in all a wife's tondl, free affoctim,—
Yet ull my luppiness seems hreaking up!
Fiesco is changed —wherefore [ know not;
how,” I can seurcely tell; only this poor
heart feels the change.  Only feels it, did
I say! do I not know itl for he is not Liere.
Where is  your master?” said  the young
eountess, turning suddenly to lier nurse,
whu at that instant entered the  room;
“has not my lord returnedi™

“Ah, no, sweet onel” replied the old and
loving nurse; “that is, he is not now a:
bhome. He came in soon after yourself,
but only 10 change his dress for gay and
musqueriding garments, and went out un-
attended, even by u single lnequey.”

“And no message for mel  How
could you see him demrt without using
the privilege which my love has given you?
Dear nurse, hud not your woman's wit a
word to keep himt”

“I made bold to speak to him," she an
swered; “lo ask him when he would return
—what hs woukl leave me, He
stared at me, as if his thoughts wore wan-
dering, nt fist; Lut at the repeated men-
tion of your name, a soft and gracious
smila eame like light over his conntenance,
and he bade me & thousand loves to
his dear mistress.”

“But his returnl—spake he not of his
return nurse.”

“No,meet one! nota word did hesay.
I would have asked again, but he was
gone while the words were on my lips.”

“Well, ni night”

“Good ':m.!w;hy. my own child,
not undressed yer! Shall 1 send
to youl—or, let me stay to-
seem  sad and tful,

| myself, w

ply, she ml{ raised her head, und suic'y  whil
ly.

almost playfu
“Per! urm, dear nurse, 1enn searcely tell
mt I have 1o complain of; and,
if %o, Lam sure I ought not trouble others
with my fancies.,”  The old nurse wis dix-
creet enotigh to see that Ler mistress did
Dot wish to be questioned,

" = . N * *

Loug before the  hour of matins the
Comntess of Lavagns enterad the nnvient
chioreh where she was necustomend to per-
torm herdevotions, — An attendunt follow-
ed her, boaring o bashet of orange  blos-
soms uned white pose-, They pussed on-
wird through  the Tong and dusy nisles
to a litde  vanlted chapel.  The gentle
lady knelt for a few minutes Lefore the al-
tar, and then filled the silver vases with

hier fresh and snowy Howars,  As lier at- |

tendant quitted the I.'ll.'l]ll'], she trned
an old monument that stood at the farth-
est end, Tt was the monmment of o form-
er Count of l.:umgnm a brave and gentle
warrior, who had  been killed in battle a
short time after his marriage,  The figure
of the young nobleman, enrved in white
marble, luy upon the tomb,  His young
widow  lil erceted the  monument not
long befure  her death, for she had died
within the year of her widowhood; and
her own tomb b been ereeted at the foot
of her husband's,

“I was wont to pity thee,” said L, onora.
I was wont to come hy ithery snd feel that
L could liuve mourned with thee, voung
and melunchoy Judy; deprived o soon of
thy dearest earthly treasure; but now | al-
most envy such a lot. *Tis better to moury
the high-minded honorable dead, than to
hewail, us I now do, the lost honor of the
living,  Lalmost wish this avhing leart of
mine was freed from e wreteied vitnities
of the uusat sfving world”

For a hittle whito the wentle Ludy st
in deep thought, leaning npon the ke
monument of the vounge and  widowed
Conntess of Lavacro: then <he e by
ed that it was not merely to bew il L
own tronbles that <he bad enterad 11 =1
vred editice; hut to confess that she Tierself
was weak and sinful, gl 1o pray for pa-
tience to hear the teials of her lot, sl
fuith to walk meekly wnd resignedly with
her God. She rose up from  ler quict

rayers refreshed and comforted in spiirit.
ay, she left the ehurch deeply fmpiressial

1 the sinfulness of murniiring at Ay

ﬁ:' she might be ealled upon to endureg

for her eye  fell upon an ol Printing of
the Man of Sorrows, standing in the midst
of eruel mockers in the purple robe, with
the erown of thorns on his lu-;ul, and the

reed in his hand.  Undereath the picture
A ERU T TR § O PreEusea noL s, —

Those words conveyed  to the Leart of
Leonora the lesson she felt it HECESSREY Lo
lesrn, and to learn at onee,

Tllu {](ml’ nf Fim‘n‘a aTwn ;|||||rt:||--n|
was partly open, Leonora, as she Prissad
w, pushed it a Jintle farther open, and sail
playtully and gently.

“Miuy I come int”

No answer was returned, and, peeping
into the apartment, she repeated her ques-
tion,  Fiesco had thrown himself It.ui.' on
was fust asleep.  Lightly and cautionsly
she  stole neross the  roon, and bending
down over him she tssed his forehend, —
Still Fieseo did not wake; he was too wenpt
ied to leel so slight a disturlomee  ns the
gentle voice, and  the light  foot-full, and
the soft lips of Leonora. She sat down
opposite her husband, 1o wait quietly his
waking and, as her full gaze rested  on
his countennnee, she thovght within her
self, “can this be the most  thoughtless
witling in Genoa? Can that broad, thousht-
ful brow, those decp-ser eyes, those lips so
closely shut, and so expressive of decision
and firmness, can they be the expressive
features of Fiesco’s real character?  Is it
possible that such a man should be given
up to frivolous and  wanton pleasures!”—
Just then, a frown  knit the brow of the
sleeper, and his lips and  nosteills were
slightly  curled  with an  indignant and
haughty scorn.  He strack his firmly clos-
ed hand upon the open pages of a book
that lay upon the ouch beside him, and
n few muttered words escaped  from his
lips.  The book fell, nnd as Leonora stonp-
el to pick it up, the title met her eye,

“You have been reading the Orations
of Cicero," said she, as Fiesco awol e, of-
fering him the volume us she spoke.

“Have 1" he said, enrelessly taking the
book, but sppearing n little " confused.—
“You mean, my Leonorn, that 1 have not
been able to keep awake over this duil
volume,”

Leonora  Cibo had b come the wife of
Giovanni Ludovico Fiesco, Count of La-
vagna, soon after he came into possession
uf.q:‘h paternal inheritance. His family
was of the oldest and most noble among
the families of Genoa La Superba, ns that
ity of beautiful palaces has long been
numed. Not long after his marriage, to
the astonishment of all, Fiesco became nn
altered being. The quiet manliness, the
deep reserved thoughtfuluess oo his char-
acter, left him sud enlf. He became, to
all appearance, madly devoted to the plea-
sures and follies of the most igate so-
ciety in Genoa. Some thought he was an
iufa gambler; others looked upon
him as the dupe of some shameless wo-
man; and his name was coupled with the
names of many ladies high in rank, but
light and wanton in their ¢ mwu;.som

s And those utter stran, o ren-
zlﬂﬂy Leonora, espmﬁ: their fears
that he w. ted and wretched in

5 .

i
beside me  little

e, my Fieseal™ said Leonora, as, lear w
ing on his arm, they asscended the mar-
ble stairense of (he Dovia Palace, "1is
to please you that 1 come, wnl yeb we are
asstrangers o one another, whenever we
appenr together, Do 1 tease you, my be-
[ loved husband? she continued, uim-;villg
that Fieseo’s was turned nwny,  “Do I
tense yout™  Forgive meif I do, and 1
will b sileyg,” )
Fiesco had not heard her fir<t quesiion;
but lie recovered, with o stniley from his
deep abstraction, “Teuse me! You charm,
you delight me at all times
As he spoke the doors of the splendid
saloon were thrown open by the servants
who attended them; and in a minute Fi-
esco wis by the side of a benutiftul  wo-
man, and - one distinguished for her boll-
ness and lovite, though exquisitely beauti-
ful and of high rank.
Leonora herself was soon annoyed by
the  fumiliar and  offensive attentions of
Ginnnetino Daia, the nephew of the ven-
erable  Andrea Doria, then the first mun
n Genoa,  Gianneting was an ill-ealneat-
eily vulgar-minded fellow, | ng the sworn
enemy of the Count  Fiescop bunt now, to
the ustonishiment of every oney his frivid
and intimate associate,  This Glanneting
disl not attempt to conceal his admiration
inl' the lovely  Countess of Lavagna—
[ Deeply pained und disgusted with lus in-
silent familiarities, the ehnste nud modest
Leonora could not help turning her eyes
onee or twice, alinost unconscionsly, “to=
wards her husband,  She saw the gaze of
his dark proud eye fixed  for a moment
full and steruly on - Gianneting, but only
for s moment; the most eabin and cireles
smiles suceeedid,
“Dear hiesbamd,”  she said

']l':\.‘i

(1] F'um‘u'

| ™ hen shie was alone with him afterwands,

“how  conbl Yo deave e socthe whole

eveninie! 1 e R Y sl i,
I eaninot, 1o sueh : .
Ty ]l Wi,
b B fusealiae 2
“Am Dot vaher dlarmed st his ey
quisite st repliend Fieen, sinilinee,
“Avany rate, Fieseo," said L, ora,
shall ke care not 1o Pt myvsell in the
way of such inulting familiaritios again?
“Realiy,” said Fieseo, “you judge poor
Gisnnetino a lile Lardiy, I find little to
t_‘nmlli:lill of about L,
*la that your true opini n, my Fiescol”
He started at her a motent, then draw-
g her gently towards him, he playfully
iwined wlong vingler of her luxuriant hinir
aroumd his tingers, and kissed the Jdown-
cast lids of Lier modest eves, now swolld
with tears, i

i dess ) altentmns troag

ol

e

“Yos, vea!" Lo answerad, it i«
i e, it "D yon

VP, T St e sy e vy
werp™ for now Lier tears ol st
“For the simplest reason, my Fieseo”
she rephicd, fiving her eves with an appeal-
g look upon bis countennnee; ©1 werp
L e Lo wnlappy. My heart is full
A whenever 1 behold my husband,
the tirst, the noblest mind in Genoa, as |
live this night Leheld Lim, T must speak,
it only  to remind you of talents, of no
l-nIIIIII'HH llh!l-l‘, that vou seem to liave for- |

| wotten, of vour stution in this our beloved
the eouch where he had been sitting, and |

Genow, Does not the state demnad your
services? Do vou not live as it you hal
l'nl'_'_‘:"lh'll all l|'|i~, my hushand™

=My tair and eloguen monitor,” replied
Fivsoo, arehly o mxingly, “are these the
stthjeets fit for Ludies® lips?

“No, not for lndies lips, but for your
bip=, your mind, your heart, Fieseo.”

“It must be very late; "tis long past mid-
night,” remarked  Fieseo, his conntenance
aud manner expressing only careless un-
concern, “We must o rest, my Leonora,
I will send your woman to youas 1 go to
my dressing room.  You are pule  with
much fatigne,”

“Not  with faigue, Fieseo," she snid,
sighing deeply as shie spoke; but he was
gone, and her words, if not unheard were
quite undeeded.

% ® » 5
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o | M'll.rn-l}' llwllght to see you here,”
said Paolo Pansa, (he was sitting in the
library of the Lavagna Palace) “lme 1
am ghad 1o see you, Count Fiesco, [ have
been wishing 1o tell you that your levity
has not made me your dupe,  Those very
smiles upon that face of yours, are as out
of place ne the gaudy weeds in which
sour limbs are fancifully clad. Do I not
now that, even from a vonrth, your coun-
tenance  has ever worn a grave, deep
thoughtfulness! Young as you are the
lines of thought are deeply graven there,
You never studied aught in attire but a
manly aimlalicii_\'. Wiy is the eagle in
the peacock’s plumnget”

“Perhaps,” said Fiesco, carelessly, “I
am as others have often been before me;
as many a dull and mopish boy has be-
coma when he Las escaped from his tutor,
and left off pouring over books, Perhaps
I am ﬁmd.ﬁmrﬁly tired of your lessons,
with all due deference Lo yourself, my dear
and honored tutor.  Forgive my yawning;
but the sight of you brings to my rememn-
brance the old worn-out story of freedom,
and the public voice, and  the rights of
free-born men,  Pshaw! it makes me sick!
[ was once like you, mos. honoged sirl—a
lover of the fabled follies of old Rome. [
have done drenming and doating about
heroes: Leonidas, the Spartan; Themistoe-
les, of Athens; and Tully, your favorite,
the sweet and forceful orator of Rome; or
the stern Cato, which is worshipped now,
What are you resding! Hal the Life of
Socrates: "tis rather fine.”

Pansa closed the book, and looking Fi-
esco in  the face, not sternly, but very
calmly and se , maid: YL reiem-
ber, the fables of old Rome, Fiesco,
the story of a and crafty
Rl.,ul the fool till he persuaded all men

e wan witless, and then bumst forth among
them like a fire-brangd, His
e What!

Ave vonunt indienam |

coneern, iuto such langnaget  Well, well,
'tis anold story _ that you have studied to
some purpose, Countof Lavagnn; names,
we  know, are nothing, but he plot of
Brutu. has  not been forgotten  with his
name.  Nuay, nay, do not look offended.—
I you wish your secret to be safe, tell
me to be silent; but do not think to dupe
me. Do not mistake your friend; 1 ask
no confidence. T wish to know nothing
that von would not freely tell me, quite
uniasked; bt my friend, (my child, 1
haned almost satid,) enn you  seriously jma-
gine that I am to be deceived like  the
crowd? T who have known and studied
you so long? 1wl have watched over
you since your early childhood?
i secret, is there not?”

“There may be, and there may not Le,”
replivd Fiesco, rather hanghtily.

“That is," said Pansa, “you own the fuer,
but do not clioose to luiu- me into yonr
eoun- 8"

“Ladid naot say 50" replied Fieseop =l
—" amd he hesitated,

SNay, my friend,”  exclaimed  Pansa,
“you pevd not hesitate as it you thought
it right to weigh  well the advantiges of
making me a confidunt or not. | tell you
plainty that T shoull decidedly refuse that
confidence, it it were tendered, T wish for
ananswer tp one  question, und 1 have
done. L expeet your fiery spirit will take
itas an nsult; but for that T enre not—
Are yousecking any selfish end?  Answer
e this question.”

“1 il struck down almost any man
such o question,” said the Count of Luvayge.
na; “but to you I answer atonce: [ have
no selfish end in view, but one as grand
and glorious as an ancient Roman's”

CLowill not doula your word, my son;
bt bewsire, lost in this seeret plot of yonr's
in which yun evidhently  miake so meany
dupes —hewire, lest you are making vour
self the greatest. You know Lalways hai
arongly, blunt way of spenking: s,
therefore, voumay  bear with me while |
il you that Tike not -our attected friend-
=hip with Guuonetino Dorin, a man you
hae, 1 saw you arm and  arm with ﬁilll
it few days sinee. | saw you coming with
bim  from the Dorin Paluce  this very
morning,  Lsaw  you take his children,
his motherless ehililren, in your arms, as
it you loved them.  There may be policy
in this, and  many other ways of your's
that I e I:IH'|J' noted; but there is o
bk of houesty that [ eannot tolerate,”

“Stop, stop, 1 entreat you,”  exclaimed
Fieseo, in avoice searcely louder than a
whisper, his cheek becoming of ashy pale-
ness, and his eves gluring in their ?eep
suow-white hairs. [ shall zo mad, if yon
continue 5||t'.'lkillj_f such :-l:l]l]llillg words,"

There’s no ocension for all this violnes,
Loy, No, no, nothoy,” said Pansa, check-
ing himself, aud looking with affection on
his pupil. =1 meant vot to insult or hurt
you.  Not boy: except in - one sense, ex-
:-r|nl'. when [ address yon as iy son; for as
my son | ever must regard you,”

A servant entered here, announcing to
his master that the Signors Verrina and
Caliogno were waiting below,

“I will see them presently,” said Fiesco.

“Aund ns 1" said Pansa, “wish to see
one nor the other, (for, to tell the trath, |
Lave no opinion of them,) 1 shall tike my
leave,  This door will lead me, will it not,
Fiesco, to the apartments of your wife,

There s

light," replied the lady.

“Still you did not expect me?”

“l am the more pleased to sce you.”

“But you kuew not of my coming?”

“Well, then, 1 did not,” said Leonora,
Ui you will have me answer Lluntly.,”

“i have a billet, lady, from the Count,
your husband, inviting me to meet his gens
tle wife and  himself; and 1 was about to
blume you for bidding me to such a crowd-
ed entertwinment, when I find you almost
as uneonscious as myself of the prepari-
tions going on below.,”

. * * * * *

“Have my orders been obeyed?—ure
none  permitted to go forthi—have finy
offered to do sol—are the guests many "

These questions were asked, in a hurriod
voice, by one who stood at the entrance-
gate of the Lavagna Palace, muflled up
in a large dark mantle, The porter kuew
his master’s voice, and answered with low
wnd eapid words; but the Count Fiesco
stopped not to hear them: he had hasten-
ed onward into the Palace with a bawl
of armed men, that pussed  through the
gates as he stood speaking to the porter,

In less than half an hour he was again
before the Palace gates.  “How many
have entered now?" exelaimed  Fiesco,
“Ieis welll™ he replied, as the number was
toul him; and springing foward, he flung
to, with his own hands, the massy  geites,
and drew the bolts, and summondd, ut the
moment, a close guard of solliers,  “Let
no one pass,” he erivd, “Keep fast the
gatesy they open not but at iy order,”

*And now, my guestsl—my friends!—
my noble gentlemen ! snid * the Count
Fiesco—he hud entered the great banquet-
ing hall by a small door at the upper end
—“there is  searce time  for partienlar
sadutations; bt T must adidre s vou all as
amaost courteons host,  You stare about
you with witoni=liment, finding no banquet
spresd, but on all sides armed men, Sl
the welcome that [ give you is a more
honest, hearty weleome, than ever silken
lordling gave at his most gorgeous fonst

proflizate, a most contemptible and sense-
less fellow ! Tle time is come when |
must throw off this iwean disguise. I o
86 s entireiy as I fling off' this clogaing
muntle”  Tle threw off the mantle as Lo
spoke, nnd stood before them, clad  from
head 1o fuot in elose and glittering armor,
every limb aud his whole body  covered,
all but his graceful throat and head, anld
they were bare, “The time is come,” he
exclaimed, “anda Genoa must Le frecd
frum the tyranny of certain of Ler nobles,
Belold the fute 1o which T have invited
voul  Thatdolt, Giunnetino Doria, would
fuin be master of this Genon—of our free
and beautiful Genoa. T have written
proofs of his intrigues and treacheries, and
at the proper season vou shall sce  them,
He feel, nnd he has eause to do s v, that

tion.  He would willingly get me ont «of
his wavy and he hias sought to do so.  1le
has tried poison and the assassin's dangeer,

the downfall of his whaole faction, ane
limself among them.
me. I go to raise our lost Republie from
its ashes, to build np again the noble
edifice in strength and glory @ the Llowl of

the loveliest and the sweetest gentlewoman
that 1 have ever known,”

“Leonora always sees you with delight”
suid Fiesco, throwning  oper the door for
Pansa; “and you will find her in her fa-
vorite room, or on the terrace, looking to-
wards the sea.”

“Those children! said Fiesco to himself,
whan left alone; “he touched me there, 1
felt a villain when [ kissed those children!
A woman passed and said, “That man’s a
father;” and Giannetino, whom I hate,
smiled with such fond, paternal love, that
all my hatred turned, for 1 moment, back
ltpun‘mymrlf. I felt myself no futher, but
a low, treacherous villin.  If ever the
great enemy of man ertered my heart, it
wias when | kissed those clhiildren.”

For many minutes  he walked up and
down the litrary, deep in thought, and he
munaged in those  mnntes to find argu-
ments aud excuses enough to satisfy him-
self. I am justified,” he said, “thorough-
ly, certainly justified, in using any means

or such an end!  Caliogno, Verrina, my
good friends, you are most welcome!”
= »* - * * “

“Your fete will be magnificent to-night,
lady,” said Paclo Panso, ae, many dnys
afterwards, he entered the apartment
where the Countess Lavagna was sitting.
“My fete!” replied the lady, looking up
with a stare of astonishment: “I never
had less idea of a fete, or felt less inclined
for ome, than on this evening. I have
been reading, in this my favorite saloon,
with no sound but the light splashing of
that fittle fountain in my eams. Open the
Inttices, Biancg; since the sun has left us,
the light %‘ma]’ enter atits own
sweet will, we remain here, by the
margain of the fountain, or shall we go
into this open corridor, and sit down a-
mong the jasmines and orange tuul.:f
fete will be nt indeed!” sha said,
and smiled. how the large and full-
orbed moon is rising! Out of the v
waves, she seems to come like a rich -
en urn of light; and now she pours her
lustre back into the sea, and heaves a
gnﬂx:ud lengthening line of light, as

glides upwards, brightening as she
rises. of

Thousands of stars are sparkling
overhead, and the azure dome, that
moon, the o g stars—these

Doria will eemnent it well. My plans are
well and deeply laidy and believe me, |
know not whatit is to fearon  this oeea-
sion. My friends, Llove and Lonor you,

I would make you my comrades in this |

grand design. 1 have  three hundyed
armed  soldiers  within these very walls,
M)‘ well-manned flect s floating in the
harbor.  The guards, both at the Palace
and in the Port, are in my interest. Fifteen
hundred of our poor mechanies wateh
for my signal to flv to arms.  Two thou-
sand of my vassals, and two thousand
soldiers, furnished by the Duke of P'lacen-
tin, are at this moment entering the city,
and all this has been done with the  most
perfeet secrecy.  Not the slightest suspi-
cion of my proceedings has got wind as
yet: I have foreseen and  obvinted every
risk, though many a per lous risk have 1
encountered.  But the glory, my brethern,
the glory, that will this day be mine, it
must be shared by you.”
- . - - -

Fiesco hastened to the apartment of his
wife, Leonora sprang forwird to mect
him.

“Lam half fearful” she sail, * and
half bewildered.  Notun hoursince they
brought me word that many guests had
arrived, in most superh attire, to a fete; a
fete and Lanquet in this very mansion.—
Our friend,” she added, turning to Pansa,
“ received an invitation to puss n quict
evening, with my beloved | hushand and
myself. I have not known, my Fieswo,
what [should do to please you, the wish
to please you | eing my highest object.—
The nurse came bustling in, not long ago,
affronted that 1 had not told her of cur fos-
tivities ; then wondering at the plainness

of my dress, and bidding me attire myself

at once. 1 ser: her to my dressing-room,
to
and rich dresses sho 1d be laid out in
readiness,  Others of my women came,
soon after,

fall of armed men. T sent one Lack, Lid- |
ding her seok and request thy pres-
ence ; but med at once, and told
me we were in this, my range of

chambers, the great

wait i patience, Uil we knew your pleas-
ure, but
lord |
dear lips, some reason of this m 3

Is
there a fote t—some in

“I always welcome you with much de”

You have known me, latterly, as o fool, a |

I will never submit to his insolent ambi- |

but in vaing for Iam hereto lead  yon 1o |

e []'o-p‘ and follow |

ease her, with orders that my jewels |

at the stair case
foot having leen locked since she had
passed itlast. We sat down therefore, to

Fiesco, my dear
you “letmbm 4 your

gleam of his armor met her eye, beneath
his loose mantle.  * Fiesco, my  Fiesco,
you do not smile, and now I Léthink me
of those armed soldiers, Sy, is there dan-
ger o thy person? Are tvlw.\' come o
seize thee for some offenee thon never liust
committed ! Has word or look of thine
[ beeh construed as an insolt seainst that
| nncient foe 1o thee, that w wll-le tyrant,
| Giannetina Dorin ? Speak, for .tn:-'pvnsc
creates o thousund fancies, thae you may
smile at, Lut they wake me wretehod,”
Fiesco had stood gravely silent while
his wifie addressed Bim s Lis conntennee
was grave and full of thought, sud his at-
tention seemed all fixed on her ; but every
now and then his restless exe glanced o

As he enterad, he placed o written paper
in the hand of Pansa, sl when the lntter
hadd perused it sl e forward, Fiesco
said 4

* e word will do s vom Jromise not to
leave her, you promise " to attend to all |
:Ih]\' ! = )

“Tdo, Tdo said Pazn, slow Iy and
thoughitfully, and then addul, even more

{ deliberately, «1 pPromise miost faithiully ; |

lmt—"

I %I hiave notime, not a e moent, for
| re nonstrunees, vou have promised, | ask
[ nomore.  And now iy Leonor, my no-
[ Ble, Tovely, injnred  Leonora !

1f?-|'| have wrongol you Ly appearing

| what 1 was not, sl what von could not |

[ tove s hear me Phe said with a look of ten-
{derness, aml o voice of wiliuing swectness,
(that contrasted steag Iy with the steen
[ clank and wlitter of Lis armor, (for e Liad |
[now thrown off Lis mantle for e lust

Ctime ) oa naked sword  was in his hand, |

[for wlich he wore no seabbs i, and dag-
Perers in s oirdle,
wifis 3 vou see e as T, as T Biave ever
| been, undey my withing's e, Yon see

fulfilling your own wishes, fired with .'\l

| - .
{ nobile ardor for wroat decds, detenmined to
pavenge orent wrones ITear e when |

deelire that ] inve ever loved vou above |

myself, anwd sceond only to mine honop—
I have oved the print of your small fo.,

brichtest glances of those eves vou thought

I Lasked in. Cof ¢
they been unkind, (and they were never |
Lvet unkind,) woull liive Leen sweeter to
my ears than the best praises of an angel’s
[temgue, I have now no time for explani-
Lions, my sweet Leonora, Fear uot for |
my sutity—fear nothing.  Afterone litte |
| hour Talindl retum,®

e took her liand, and pressed it to Lis

{dips, 1o gently drew Ler towards Ilill.l.
with one lomge forvent  kiss,  Leonora,
could not speak 3 her whole contennnee
wis changed 3 her whole frame trenibled
[ with nstrong hysterie agitation. Her lijps
| unelosel, us it 1o .\|n-:||. toand sl <he did
not speak.  Gently and pitying!y Ler Lus-
| band led Ler to his friend.

[ “With you, my honared friend, 1 leave

[ this treasure, above all price,” he said in
altering necents, |
* Wait, wait aomewent,” eried the dis- |
pteneted lady 3 all you 1ell me perplexes |
ey condounids mie, \\‘It.\' this haste ?—
! side thee, and let me hearenoneh to enlin !
Lmy terror
{ heart; that feels as it it would Lurst my

beson, Hltr[- a little while, not to L:I‘.'tlif:\'
aught like o woman's idle curiosity, only |
| i pity stop, in greatest pity I {
I Fioseo took the lintle trembling hands |
thit were so pityvingly extended to lim in
his owne Al depends” Lie said, *on do-
{ il:,',: what is ta b done st Ol 5 there is
pno danger but in loss oftime, T mnst not
L wait o tell you more than this,  Within
an hour; the influence, the tyrauny of the
| Dorins, will have ceased forever. Within
Lan hour Gienoa will be free,  Within an
liour, when T take this hand, 'twill be to
 hail thee, not as the lovliest only, but the
Hirst lady in Genon, the Magnificent.  No
| no, look not so sad, and so affrighted still,
| There is no danger to your husband, lady,
[t in delay and triflingin vour chamber.
{ My tarrying hieve perils my life, for T
losing time. My going forth guards me,
! preserves me, spsures e of the triumph
(almostin my grasp.”

“It may be true,” replied the lady, wi-

ping away the tears that fell fast over her
palid face 5 it may be trie, but [ am ecor-
tain there's to be blood-shedding  within
| this hour, Fieseo,  The god old Andrea
{ Doria, is to die, and Giannetine, with all
his sins full Llown and unrepented of, he's
to be sent to lis great dread acconnt sthey
must e boith nnrdered 3 mundered Ly
treachery, in the silent night. I know
that this must ]mp;s\-ll. and T know not
where the dreadful earnage is toend.  *Tis
casy to tilk of one short hour, It is just
s ('-:Is.\' to throw a spark into a magazine
of gunpowder, and say |=l‘|!_\' a barrel or
two shall explode there.”

“Sweet Leonora,” replied Fiesco, © yon
are talking a8 women sometimes will, of
what they know nought.”

“Mnst there not be bloodshedding to-
night ! ™ she said : “ that's all 1 ask.”

“Lam already detined too long,”
| said with some impatience.

S (3 vou go,” she cried, “promise me

he

saying the courts below were | you will not murder them.”

“If I go not at once,” he answered,
“ Genoa will be bound in double fetters,
and I shall be murderad at your very
feet! ™ J

“My Fiesco, my own Fiesco,” cried Le-
onora, tenderly clasping his arm, but
shrinking away, when the hard cold ar-
mor met her hand : “ aoything is better
than :ln oold-blooded wmurder of those

men.
Leonora,

I entreat, T command you
to be silent, and let me gv.  You, yourself,
me with

have
inglorious life of Yonhvoaa;l’
Gmmdwohnmpﬁthorﬁ“m

his fricnd and former tutor, nola ansa, |

l!lj]”'i'l], !
| geney pr ['.'ltw| for,

“Hear wme, my noble |

fstepsin the conmon dust, before 1||:-.J

Your words of censure, lad | iven ordoers

| phinnt,
Sit down, my hushand, and let we sit be | wonderful suceess,

§to stop the thiobbings of this | e shonted Liberty ! and the

|
| ery,

*To preserve, but never to avenge it,
unkind Fiesco, Openiy  and manfully to
Preserve the frieedem and honor of the

i state,”?

1 U Rilenee” Le odad, % we have had
| enotgh of thist "

|

[ Leonora tell at Lis foet, and again en-
{ trented Bim 1o Licar her; Lut now Fiesco
{ was almost furicus, roughly he tore him-
{self away, and with a diep stem voien,
i emmanded Lier to spesk no more yetas
he was striding from the chamber, Lie turp-
[ ¢d Lis head to tuke a lust look at her ho
Ploved so well,  Sle was knecling whero
jlll" had left her, her hands u.'l:l.sp('d. Lier
[ meck, expressive eyes fixed with a look
| of anguisli on the ground, he stopped and
gized tenderly wpon her, * Forgive my
[ brutal rougliness, gentle love,” he exclain:-
ed,
* One moment, only one mement 1" she
Peaclaimed, with a trembling voice : “take
leave of me, Fieseo.  We shall not meet
agait, Take me to yonr bosom, and kiss
E nie for the last, last tme.”  She rose up,
tor Fieseo came towards Ler. Tt-lltfl‘ﬂ_\r‘
e took lLier in his anns, her head sunk on
his shioulder, and onee lie pressed her lips
{10 Iis Tare throat 5 Lut when he raised
her there was no breath upon  her pal-
lid lips 5 Ber eyes were closed, lier graceful
Larms Liung lifoless,  Leonora did not re-
{ vover from that long and death-like swoon
(il the whole Talace was shut up, and
quict as the grave,

| The plans of Fiesco had all Leen made

with admirable skill and foresight ; every

| precaution: had Leen taken, every contin-

In every quarter the
most complete sueeess attended  lis con-
spirsey. Giannetino was slain at the on-

1 bat the loved and venerable Andrea
Dotia, thevah old and feclle, was carried
; in safety, by Lis own faithful demestics, Lo

Masona, acountry seat, about fifteen miles
from Genon, Every quarter of the city
| was now suddenly in motion, and men'of
| ol ranks vose up to terror and dismay.—

Baewite to one party, everything wore
die aspeet o “ue inextricable confusion, in
which the only wise and safe wiay was to
sulanit to the other, to Fiesco and the
rest of his  conspirators, to whom he had
» it onee the most minute and
the most decided, all was one clear, well-
organized, well-worknig plot.

It is a remarkable fact, that in this cel-

elaated conspirney, every one had been
thoughit of Lut the One All-wise Disposer,
of all human events, Everything had
been foreseen but the interference of his
wise providenee,  Fiesco, with all his con- -
smute skill and noliev. hpd yrobably for
[ not attended with the blessing of God.—
Perlinps he felt that there was too muel
of sclfishnese, and too mueh of down-rigl ¢
erimey in his well laid and exeented plot,
for God to olerate, who is of purer cves
than to beliokl illill'llit.\'.
i Itsometimes pleases that often-forgotten,
[often insulted Being, to disconsert, in
very quict and simple way, all the skill-
ful arrangements of carthly poliey.

The danntless head and ehief of this ex-
travodinary conspirncy was already trium-
s every plan was crowned with

His lofty form was
Leard in every quarter.
ery spread
like a Llazing wild-fire on all sides. Not
liberty alone, but Fiesco and Liberty, Le-
came the ery.  Fiesco was seen rinning
to the 'orty and as he ran, shouting 1ib-
erty. The galley slaves awakened by the

and repented ity and Fieseo scems to
| Lave feared lest those conviets should

seen, his voice was

burst their chains and eseape. There was
la little plank leading from the shore to

[ the gallevs, It is supposed that Fieseo's
foot slipped in passing along this plank ;
| nothing more was known with certainty.

[ The inquiry, however, at length begen to

| be made—*Where is Fiesco?”  The
| conspirators waitsd lis further orders.—
| The Senate, who had assembled at (he
'l'ular'(-. waited to hear his terms and even
to submit to them. Ilis presence was re-
quired and waited for everywhere, but Le
appeared not.  As the truth brole upon
(them, the people began to lose their ardor
lin furtlering the conspiracy. That one
false step changed the aspeet of the whole
[affair. Tt was not till the fourth day after
[the breaking out of the conspiracy, that
the body or Fiesco was found. _Iis Jast
mortal agonies had met no human eye,
his last cries had not been heard.  Clog-
| ed and foreed down by the weight of his
heavy armor, he had been drowned,
| It was notlong after the death of the
voung amd gallant Commt of Lavagna,
[ that an aged man entered the church of
‘ - in haste.  His countenance was
 troubled, and he was clad in mourning ha-
biliments.  As he passed along the beauti-
[ ful but gloomy aisles, e looked from side
| to side with unxious eyes, as if in search
| of some one he

; had IEA He went to-
| wards 1|m|::? of the ﬂ! family,
| but eame wnsatisfied. At last he
| hf{l]li\(’l], A !“g”“d’ mrﬁﬂh ﬂg"", il'l
[the deepest mourning, was kneeling on
the pavement in a dark corner of the an-
{ cient church ; her pale hands were elasg-
ed, her eyes timidly raised, and her lipy
moved in humble prayer.  The aged man
knelt down, but at some distance, as if
fearing to disturb her ; and when at

shagrose, then he cmme forward.

trmed to him, not with smiles, but.

With a calm and melancholy sweetriess,
more  ploasing

than any smiles. §ho
thanked him for bis kind anxiety

her; then, gently pointing to an ¢ o 1o

ture, she
“The

said ¢ Y

i
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